90          THE COMPLAINT OF PHILOMENE.

I fell on fleepe, as I on ftaffe did leane.

And in my ilomber, had I fuch a fight,

As yet to think e theron doth glad my minde.

Me thought I fawe a derlmg of delight,

A ftately Nimph, a dame of heauenly kinde.

Whofe glittring gite, fo glimfed in mine eyes,

As (yet) I not, what proper hew it bare,

Ne therewithal, my wits can wel deuife,

To whom I might hir lonely lookes compare.

But trueth to tel, (for al hir fmylmg cheere)

She call fometimes, a grieuous frowning glance,

As who would fay : by this it may appeare,

That luft reuenge, is Preftfor euery chance^

In hir right hand, (which to and fro did make)

She bare a skourge, with many a knottie firing,

And in hir left, a fnaffle Bit or brake,

Beboft with gold, and many a gmgling ring:

She came apace, and ftately did me flay,

And whiles I feemd, amazed very much,

The courteous dame, thefe words to me did fay:

Sir Squire (quoth me) fmce thy defire is fuch,

To vnderftande, the notes of Phylomene,

(For fo me hight, whom thou calst Nightingale)

And what the founde, of euery note might meane,

Gme eare a while, and hearken to my tale.

The Gods are good, they heare the harry prayers,
Of fuch as craue without a craftie wil,
With fauour eke, they furder fuch affaires,
As tende to good, and meane to do none il.
And fmce thy words, were grounded on defne,
Wherby much good, and little harme can growe,
They graunted haue, the thing thou didfl require,
And louingly, haue fent me here bylowe,
To paraphrafe, the piteous pleafant notes,
Which Phylomene, doth darkely fpend in fpring,
For he that wel, Dan Nafoes verfes notes,
Shall finde my words to be no fained thing.
Gme eare (fir Squire quoth ihe) and I wil, tel
Both what fhe was, and how hir fortunes fel.